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From Eden 
by itisntrealletme 


Summary 


It’s almost enough to watch her dance around the periphery of his life, without ever really 
being his. 

Almost enough, until one day after too many margaritas, they’ ve somehow been left alone at 
the table at their favourite bar, the rest of their friends out of the dance floor, she makes her 
teary, drunken confession. 

“T want to be a mom,” she sobs into her drink. 

And Aleksander’s entire body feels like it’s been lit aflame. 


Notes 


Torschlusspanik - “As one gets older, the fear that time is running out and important 
opportunities are slipping away.”’ Kind of like having a biological clock for everything — and 
the clock is ticking louder and louder as you sit in your parents basement while your friends 
are getting married, having babies, and generally moving on with their lives while you're 
stuck in place. 


Special credit goes to user Vuas for asking very nicely for more platonic dd/lg content in this 
fandom & what baby wants baby gets! 


this is for Kath, my beloved, who has cheered me on every step of the way. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Aleksander has been friends with Alina for years. And it is almost enough. 


Almost enough to watch her date a string of assholes, offering generic (if lack-luster) advice 
in the group chat, and a shoulder to cry on whenever it inevitably didn’t work out. 


Almost enough when he lets her talk him into going shopping (like he’d ever say no), and 
watches her try on tiny little sundresses that make heat burn behind his cheeks and his back 
teeth ache. 


Almost enough when they’re both down a plus one for Genya’s wedding, and he gets to 
pretend for a whole evening that she’s his date, that they walked down the aisle arm in arm 
for a different reason. Dances with her so much Genya complains good-naturedly that he 
stole her Maid of Honour. 


Almost enough when, at her twenty-ninth birthday party, she gets bubbly-drunk off of Krug 
and thanks him with a sloppy, wet kiss on the cheek that just barely glances the corner of his 
mouth, press of kitten teeth behind her lips. He almost doesn’t steady her to keep her from 
sprawling into his lap, lets her slip a little closer than she probably should, perched on his 
knee where he can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of his pants. 


It’s almost enough to watch her dance around the periphery of his life, without ever really 
being his. 


Almost enough, until one day after too many margaritas, they’ve somehow been left alone at 
the table at their favourite bar, the rest of their friends out of the dance floor, she makes her 
teary, drunken confession. 


“T want to be a mom,” she sobs into her drink. 


And Aleksander’s entire body feels like it’s been lit aflame. 


Before: 


Soft, warm murmur of voices, fire crackling merrily. Scrape of cutlery on plates 
interspersed with champagne-bright laughter. Friendsgiving. A time-honoured tradition 
through many years of coalescing this group, forging bonds and memories like welded 
iron until they all fit snugly together, puzzle pieces snapped into place. Complete. 


Nikolai is spinning a mad tale of his run in with a sea lion while sailing off the coast of 
Majorca, Zoya rolling her eyes fondly at her exuberant boyfriend. They’ ve all sunken 
lower into their chairs, buttons surreptitiously undone, but the wine is flowing, 
brightening eyes and quickening smiles. 


“Ugh. I’m stuffed. I don’t think I could be more full if I tried,” Alina complains, hand 
rubbing her poor, distended stomach in soothing circles. 


Aleksander reaches over mechanically and pours her more wine, a strange look in his 
eyes. 


“Aw, but I made apple pie,” Genya pouts, “your favourite.” Alina tears her mind away 
from the dangerous route it was veering down while tracing the odd line of tension in 
Aleksander’s jaw, and shares an excited smile with Genya. Another glance tells her 
nothing is off about her friend’s expression, he’s moved onto refilling everyone’s glasses 
with a steady, sure hand, and a calm smile. Perhaps she’d only imagined it. 


She hauls herself to her feet and volunteers to help slice and plate, if only to take her 
mind off her dangerous thoughts, accepting hollered orders over her shoulder with an 
easy grin. 


Apple, please! 


I'll have cherry, Linka—But didn t you make apple?—Yes, and I had plenty while 
sampling it, plus I’m in the mood for cherry. 


Ooh, do we have pecan? 

Ew. 

What? Not ‘ew,’ pecan is the best. 
Yeah, right. 


She feels him before she sees him out of the corner of her eye, easily fishing out more 
plates from the cupboard she can’t quite reach even on her tip-toes. 


“Always have room for dessert, hm?” he teases; good-natured smile, teeth gleaming 
white in the soft glow of the kitchen lights. 


She grins, sticking her tongue out at him. “Of course. You know me, Sasha, I’d never 
miss out on apple pie.” 


He gives her his rare smile, one she likes to think is reserved only for her, and flicks her 
nose affectionately. 


“Good girl.” 


Frozen, she watches him carry the plated desserts out to the dining room, nails cutting 
harsh lines into her palm. 


Good girl. Good girl. Good girl. Good girl. 


Forks begin clinking on plates, muted due to the buzzing in her head, faint like it’s 
trickling in through cotton. Pie forgotten, she grabs the nearest item, a spatula, firmly 
intent on beginning clean-up to help clear her mind when she hears her name called 
from the other room. 


“Leave the dishes for later, Linka,” Zoya insists, waving her back over. She only 
hesitates for a moment, before grabbing her plate and returning. Instead of sitting beside 
him right away she hovers, flitting about the room, asking after empty glasses and if 
anyone needs ice cream or whipped cream, anything to keep from looking at— 


“Sit down, Alina,” Aleksander orders, gently chiding. She spins, flushed and guilty, sits 
bones jarring painfully into the wooden chair as she plops down without protest, her 
entire body thrumming with electric awareness as he pats her on the knee. 


Good girl. 


She has kept this small kernel hidden inside of her for so long, holding it is like second 
nature to her now. Like breathing. 


I love you, her heart sings when holds her hand and helps her walk over a puddle. 
I love you, when he stops by her work with her favourite coffee. 


I love you, when she sees him across the room at a party, smiling and laughing at the 
antics of their friends. 


I love you, when he gives her a long, rocking hug goodbye after walking her home, 
when she watches him leave, stopping at the corner to glance back at her and wave, a 
soft smile on his lips. 


She almost slips, when she’s had a bit too much to drink at David’s birthday one year, a 
relaxed affair with a Star Wars movie marathon, pizza and comfort junk foods he 
studiously makes sure she doesn’t eat too much of. 


‘Sasha,’ she mumbles, leaning heavily against his side, eyelids growing heavy; warmth 
of his body and a full belly the perfect combination to make her soft and sweet and 
sleepy. 


‘Hi honey,’ he says warmly, wrapping a strong arm around her and squeezing. Her heart 
skips. 


ees 


Bites her tongue, rolling the words around in her mind that echo with every beat of her 
heart, perched on the edge of her teeth, ready to fall. 


‘Hm?’ 


Glances up to see his eyes trained on the movie they group is watching, bodies sprawled 
over the ground like a pack of wolves in winter. 


Fear stirs in her chest, and she shakes her head, swallowing the words down, fighting 
past the knot in her throat. Losing any of this, having any of it change or alter would be 
unconscionable. Unbearable. 


‘Nothing.’ 


Then, feeling more than a little reckless from the heated slosh of wine and sugar in her 
veins, she shifts, letting the hem of her skirt pool closer to the seam of her hip; guilt and 
want an endless tangle in her chest; rush of nerves sparking over her skin. Out of the 
corner of her eye she catches his gaze zeroing in on it, the slight colouring in the apples 
of his cheeks, the tip of his nose. 


She pretends not to see it, a small thrill of victory pulsing through her chest. 


Made ya look. 


Now that she’s begun, it’s as if the floodgates have opened, and she can’t stop. 


‘I’m almost thirty, Sasha, a-and I don’t want to have kids too late because of the c- 
complications,’ she weeps, eyes red-rimmed and swollen. ‘And I keep fucking walking 
through the baby s-section at Target, and seeing these little babies in s-strollers, and I want to 
design a nursery so b-badly it’s my entire fucking Pinterest page.’ Aleksander reaches for 
her, then thinks better of it, snatching his hand back. He doesn’t trust himself to touch her 
right now, can t. 


‘Mal wasted so many y-years of my fucking life,’ she continues, bitterness staining her words 
red. ‘I thought it w-would be us forever, b-but he never fucking grew up, and I w-want to start 
my life already but I’ve been so fucking hung up on him I n-never let myself look, not 
seriously—’ 


He nods in sympathy, swallowing his own bitterness. He’d long since made his peace that 
Alina would always hold a torch for her childhood friend turned on-again-off-again boyfriend 
from the orphanage they grew up in. How could he compare to a friendship, to a love that had 
been formed in the fires of a crucible like that? 


‘How am I g-going to meet someone now and know they’II be r-ready to have a kid soon? 
I’ve wasted so— hic —m-much fi-ime .” 


‘There are options, Alinochka,’ he soothes, fingers clenching the rocks glass between his 
fingers, hoping he doesn’t shatter it. She shakes her head, despondent, but the violence of her 
tears seems to abate for a moment. 


‘It's just that, I read once that IVF can cost up to $13,000 and I just don't have that kind of 
money...' Her shoulders deflate, defeated before she has even begun. 


‘I could help you,' he blurts before his mouth can catch up with his brain. She blinks up at 
him, small, trembling. Hopeful. 


"What?" 
‘Conceive. Naturally, that is.' 


He wants the floor to open up and swallow him whole; wonders which country will have the 
least expensive last minute tickets to fly to, maybe Canada. No, too close. Perhaps Ireland, 
France— 


“You would do that for me?’ she whispers, stunned, two spots of colour blooming high on her 
cheeks. 


He coughs, trying to recover a single scrap of his dignity, his sanity. 


‘It just seems ridiculous, to spend all that money and time on procedures, injections, doctors 
visits... such a hassle for something I—er, we—I mean, two people, er, can accomplish. 
Naturally. I mean. It’s uh—it’s worth trying. You know, at first. And IVF can always be an 
option, of course—if it doesn’t, er...’ heat scorches his face. He can’t look her in the eye, *... 
take.’ 


He toys with the orange slice garnishing his glass, wishing with every last miserable fibre of 
his being that he had just kept his fucking mouth shut. 


‘Sasha...’ she breathes, and he feels a light pressure on his thigh. Her hand. 
He swallows. 


“You would really—’ her voice chokes off. He risks a glance, and his chest nearly caves in 
with the raw hope glimmering in her eyes, lined silver with tears. ‘I mean... you wouldn’t 
mind—doing that... with me?’ The colour in her cheeks glows brighter, spreading to her 
throat. What a pair they must make to anyone else looking from the outside in. 


He can’t decide if he wants to run, or take her face between his hands and crush his lips onto 
hers. 


There’s nothing to be done now, he supposes. Just holds his fragile heart out in his palm for 
her to take or splinter into nothing as she chooses. 


‘Of course not, Alina,’ he confesses, then in a desperate bid to seem casual, tries to make 
light of it with a dry chuckle. ‘What are friends for?’ 


Wonders if he imagines that her smile dims slightly, but the next second she’s grasping for his 
hands, something frantic lighting in her gaze. 


‘Can we, Sasha? Please? I trust you, and I—I’d want it to be someone I trust, someone I 
know. I mean, if that’s—’ 


She leans in, so close he can feel the soft wash of her breath on his cheek, and his heart 
hammers in his chest, a steady tattoo of her name imprinted over and over into his marrow. 


He’s too stunned to deliberate any further. Just jumps right in, both feet. Foolish. Damned. 
‘Of course—’ 


‘No,” she interrupts, shaking her head and shifting closer, small breasts pressing against his 
arm. “Tonight. Please, Sasha, I’m—’ Her cheeks grow even redder, if possible, and—oh. 


Oh. 
‘Tonight?’ He echoes, mind reeling. 


‘Please,’ she begs again, eyes growing misty once more with tears, and he instantly moves to 
soothe her. 


‘Okay, honey. Shh, okay. It’s okay. Yes.’ 
‘Yes?’ she warbles, eyes drifting down to lock onto his lips. His stomach swoops. 
“Yes—I— yes. ’ 


He quite suddenly has his hands full of Alina, tiny form all but crawling into his lap, fingers 
tugging him down so she can crush their mouths together. 


He grunts, surprised, but it softens into a moan as the feel of her lips against his, her small 
body trembling in his arms sinks in, and he pulls her closer. His entire body feels lit up from 
the inside out, skin electrified; warm, his chest so full he’s nearly fit to burst. 


Their lips mold together like an old song, notes woven together since the making at the heart 
of the world. Inevitable, familiar. 


‘Thank you,’ she gasps against his lips, and he tastes salt—her tears. “Thank you. Thank you. 


‘Shh, it’s okay, honey. You’re okay. I’ve got you. I’ve got you.’ 


Barely remembers dragging her out of the bar, wrapping her scarf around her neck and 
buttoning up her coat like he always does, this time made a little more difficult by her grabby, 
searching hands, lips searching for his; carefully maneuvering her into a cab, holding her 


cheeks between his palms long enough to give his address before surrendering to her kisses 
once more. He has to pin her against his side with one arm so she doesn’t try to climb onto 
his lap in full view of the driver; wonders halfway home if this is a fever dream, if he had 
drank too much or if Zoya slipped something into his cocktail when he’d gone to the 
bathroom, and he’d awoken in one of his greatest fantasies of all time. 


A part of his mind screams that this is a mistake, that it’1l only end badly for both of them, 
will inevitably lead to heartbreak when only one of them is in love with the other, but she’s so 
soft and warm in his arms, kitten lips pressing kisses wherever she can reach, wandering, 
eager hands he finally gathers with one hand around her wrists so he doesn’t get a full hard- 
on in the uber like a callow youth. 


Somehow they stumble up to his apartment and get through the door, though not without 
clipping his shoulder on the door frame and a stubbed toe. The door closes behind them with 
a soft, final snick, and he finally lets himself look at her, this woman he has wanted and loved 
for so many years, finally here, finally his. 


Even if just for this. 


‘Sasha, please—I need—’ she whines, grabbing for him, one knee hitched around his hip and 
he has no choice but to grip under her thighs as she clambers onto him, bright eyes frantic. 


Something shifts, then. A coolness rushing in and settling, anchoring his mind, evening his 
breath. He smiles, reveling in the tiny prick of her nails on the back of his neck. 


‘I know what you need, malyshka. You want a baby, hm?’ 

She nods, eyes glazed, cheeks flushed the most gorgeous pink. 
“Y-yes—you promised, Sasha.’ 

‘I know, /apushka. I know. I'll give you a baby.’ 


She whines, lips parting with desire, and it sends a streak of lightning straight to his groin, to 
see what his words do to her, this girl he’s held so close and secret in his heart. Maybe that 
makes him a sick bastard, but he wants to use this to his advantage. To make her burn for him 
as much as he has for her, to make her see him. 


He carries her into the bedroom, hardly able to believe this is finally happening. Alina is 

here. In his arms, grinding her hips into his as if she can take him inside of herself by sheer 
force of will, mouth hot and insistent on his. It takes every ounce of his self control to set her 
down and not just fling her onto the bed and force his way inside of her until he’s forgotten 
what it’s like to be apart, to be two separate bodies. He takes a deep breath, trying to calm 
himself. If this is the only way he’s going to have her, then he’s going to do it right, god damn 
it. So right and good maybe she’ll never go looking for it anywhere else again. 


Her dress is comically easy to peel off, just a few flicks of his fingers and it pools around her 
ankles. The fact that all night he was only a few movements away from having her naked 
before him sends something feral and hot raging through him. He can’t touch enough of her, 


and by the way she’s whining and pushing up his shirt to drag her hands over his chest and 
stomach, she feels the same. 


Following her direction he pulls off his shirt, slowing her frantic hands by pulling her close 
and tilting her chin back with both hands, fingers curled gently around her jaw. He’s so happy 
she kissed him first in the bar so it’s the simplest thing to lower his lips to hers and devour 
her like he’s been dying to do. As easy as breathing, like he always knew it would be. He 
might never be able to get enough. 


He lifts her easily and sets her down on the bed, teeth bared with want. He’s so far gone there 
is no coming back from it now. Lips bruise together again briefly, before he trails kisses to 
her throat, nipping at her collarbones, mapping a path of devotion down to the part of her he’s 
been dying to taste for years. 


Her breathy voice whispers his name over and over as he takes his time worshipping her soft, 
golden skin, wishing he could imprint himself on her forever so that no other could ever 
come close. Strip away all she has known, all that she has loved until there is no shelter but 
his. 


He hovers over her, drawing it out just a little, unable to keep from teasing her. She nearly 
sobs his name, thighs shaking with the strain as she spreads them further, imploring. He sucks 
a mark onto the soft, supple skin, wanting to brand her as his, wishing he could make it 
permanent. 


Finally, finally fits his lips and tongue over her clit, licking a long, slow line with the flat of 
his tongue and her entire body almost comes off the bed. He pushes her down with his free 
hand, pinning her there easily, and moans. 


She takes like sunshine. 


Utter perfection, just as he knew she would be, and he’s starving for her. Has been starving 
for years and now she’s right here, crying out his name as he laps at her decadently, nails 
threading greedily through his hair and digging into his scalp, and he can’t get enough— 
realizes with a jolting clarity that he will never be able to get enough, but it only makes him 
dive in deeper, working one, then two of his fingers inside her as his tongue plays over her 
clit, driving her higher and higher towards ecstasy with single-minded purpose. 


‘Sasha—Sasha,’ she pants, chanting his name, eyes screwed shut and brows drawn together 
adorably in a look that’s almost anguished. ‘ Sasha —Sa— oh—’ 


He can feel the moment she breaks, shuddering and crying out in his arms. He moans—can’t 
help himself—into her cunt, feeling her pulse around his fingers, flickering them in tandem to 
prolong it, to drive her as mad for him as he’s been. 


“You taste like heaven, kotenok ,’ he sighs into the soft, golden skin of her thigh, truth spilling 
forth before he can stop it. If she hears the hint of too much in his voice, she doesn’t say 
anything, perhaps too caught up in her pleasure to truly notice. 


‘ Please, Sasha,’ she sobs, fingers clawing at him, tugging him upwards and he follows, like 
he will always follow her, everywhere. She’s trembling, damp-eyed and kiss-bitten and he 
wants to fucking consume her. 


He reflexively reaches back for a condom in his pocket before stilling his hand, eyes 
widening as it hits him with a bolt of lust deep in his gut. They’re doing this. The first time 
he’ ll ever be inside her and he gets to feel all of her. She bites her lip, fingers falling to his 
belt buckle and undoing it with surprising deftness for how much they’re shaking, and he 
groans as the pressure of his zipper is removed from his painfully hard cock. 


‘Are you sure?’ He forces himself to say, even if the idea of her backing out now makes him 
want to curl up and die, to push her into something she isn’t wholly sure of would destroy 
him in a way he would never recover from. 


The smile that blooms across her lips and her small, eager nod spears his heart like a ray of 
sunlight, and he crashes his lips to hers again, if only to keep her from seeing the tears that 
spring into his eyes. With a trembling hand, he reaches down to line himself up with her slick 
entrance, and slowly, so slowly, pushes in. 


Pleasure claws down his spine, wrenching a moan so guttural and deep from his chest it 
sounds more animal than human. Sharp, bright spots of pain that meld with the heat erupt 
along his shoulders, her nails digging deliciously into his skin. Small, gasping breaths feather 
from her lips as she struggles to accommodate him, the vice-like tightness of her cunt nearly 
putting him out of his mind as he grinds his hips with a filthy, languid slowness, burning the 
feeling of sliding every single inch inside of her into his memory. 


‘Fuck—Sasha—’ she pants, hips squirming. ‘Iss’... oh— it’s so m-much—’ 


‘Shh,’ he soothes, peppering kisses along the edge of her jaw. “You can take it, malyshka. 
Know you can, my good girl, perfect girl. We’ll make it fit.’ 


She sniffles, whining pitifully at the stretch, and he cooes at her, soft noises of 
encouragement to relax and let him in. A few more thrusts, then he’s fully seated inside of 
her. Her expression would look anguished if the air weren’t filled with the choked moans and 
cries spilling continuously from her lips along with her spasming walls around his cock. Her 
hips shift, trying and failing to find the space inside he’s demanding of her. 


He draws back, watching her face as it pours over them both, the realization, the feeling that 
now there is no going back. There is only forward, now, only more . 


‘ Fuck, you feel so good,’ he groans, bowing his head to hers in confession, grits his teeth 
against the other words pooling on the edge of his tongue, filling his mind. 


Knew you would, sweet girl, love you so much, been thinking of this for so fucking long, 
Alina, this little pussy tight around my cock, knew you’d let me fuck you so good, fill you up— 


He buries his face in her neck, fucking her harder, mouthing the words against her skin so he 
doesn’t say them out loud, so she doesn’t hear. Her thighs are shaking around him, nails 
scoring arcs along his back in brush strokes, pleasure meeting pain meeting ecstasy and he 


can feel her pulsing, now, shifts his weight to one arm so he can slip a hand between them, 
rubbing tight, gentle circles on her clit with the pad of his thumb. Her cries grow louder and 
louder, his name a litany on her lips and he can’t keep silent anymore, he can t— 


“You gonna come all over my cock for me, /apushka?’ He pulls back to lick into her mouth 
again, and watches her eyes glaze over when his words sink in, cunt clenching reflexively on 
his cock, and he smirks, a little breathless. ‘Gonna let me fill up this little cunt? Give you a 
baby?’ 


“Yes, Sasha—yes, yes—w-want a baby. Please. ’ 


‘Whose baby, Alinochka? Hm?’ he teases, thrusting in harder. Tears pool in her eyes, thighs 
pulling up higher until her knees are close to her ears, spreading them, trying to pull him 
further in and fuck. 


* Y-yours Sa-sha. Yours, yours, yours—’ 


‘That’s right, little one. Gonna fuck a baby into you, anything for my little Alinochka, hm? 
Anything for my little girl, my best girl, always.’ 


He dips his head down to take one straining breast into his mouth, tongue laving around her 
nipple, trying to refocus his cunt-drunk thoughts, but they’re too muddled with the pleasure, 
with her. 


Her cries pitch into screams, and he can tell she’s started to peak because her cunt flutters 
violently, over and over, and it’s nearly too much for him, too much— 


Her breath hitches on a sob. ‘Yes, yes, yesyesyes—D—da— ’ 


White noise fills his head, only vaguely aware of coming with a hoarse shout, slamming his 
cock as hard and deep into her cunt as he can, feeling it clenching hard around him, drawing 
out the mind-numbing ecstasy with fiery nails until he wonders if he hasn’t died. Her name a 
curse, a prayer torn from his lips over and over as he pulls her tighter to him, the one thought 
with any clarity in his mind that there is no way he is getting out of this unscathed. 


She wakes slowly, soft and warm in the morning light streaming gently through translucent 
curtains. Slow, even breaths feather over her skin, and the night before comes back to her in a 
slow, building rush; a wave swelling before it crashes to shore. 


I slept with Aleksander last night. My best friend Aleksander. 


That simple truth, so jarring, and yet—a warmth, swelling in her chest along with the 
memories. How right it felt in his arms, taking him into her body, lips bruising together. Easy, 


like puzzle pieces finally clicking into place. She shifts, pressing her thighs together at the 
sweet throbbing the memory creates. 


Low, rumbling sounds of awakening behind her, prickle of beard against her shoulder, lips 
caressing sleep-warm skin; she laughs softly, allowing herself to relax for once, lifting her 
chin to invite more. 


‘ Alina, ’ he sighs, content, syrupy-sweet, and her chest contracts; something she can’t— 
won t —name lifting and filling up her lungs, her throat. The arm banded between her breasts 
squeezes her back tightly against him. She shuts her eyes tight, and breathes slowly. 


‘Good morning,’ she whispers, unable to suppress a warble of fear in her voice, stomach 
dropping. They should have talked about boundaries, they should have set parameters, 
safeguards for her heart that already feels as though it’s lost forever. How can she take this 
man into her body, let him help her create life, and not have him steal her soul all the same? 
Stupid, stupid, stupid. 


‘Hm... five more minutes Japushka moya. ’ 


The foreign words rumble lazily off his tongue and trip down her spine, settling low in her 
stomach, and she shifts again, knees sliding together, trying to stifle the needy, empty ache. 


That seems to wake him. He slides his hand down her stomach and over her hip to her thigh, 
nearly spanning the whole width, and hitches it up. She only has a moment to part her lips in 
surprise that turns into a gasp as he fits the broad head of his cock against her dripping 
entrance, and presses in. 


‘O-oh— fuck —’ White spots flicker over her vision as he forges his way inside her, slow, 
filthy grind of his hips, hisses a little at the slick stretch making sore muscles burn from the 
night before. 


‘Gotta keep my little girl topped up, hm? Gotta give her a baby,’ he says, voice gravelly with 
sleep and Alina nearly comes right then, her cunt clenching down on him as he makes a home 
for himself inside of her, forcing her to take every straining inch, and he gives a low laugh. 
Caught ya. A memory of last night trickles in, something she almost said that dances on the 
tip of her tongue now... 


He pushes her thigh up higher so he can thrust that much deeper, and she lets out a warbling 
moan as it slips over the edge of too much. 


“Wait—wait, I can’t—’ 


“You will,’ he orders, shifting so that more of his torso leans on her back, her cheek pressed 
hard into the pillow. She whines, sniffing; soft, pitiful sounds, and he presses two fingers past 
her lips, holding down her tongue. 


‘Hush, malyshka. You’ ll take what I give you.’ 


Her thoughts go warm and syrupy at his words, hazy sunlight through mist that settles on her 
skin, washing her mind clean. The tension drains from her muscles, and he hums in approval. 


‘There you go. All better. Just have to lay there and let me fuck this little cunt and fill it up, 
give you a baby. Would you like that, zolotse?’ 


A baby. Her best friend is currently fucking her full past the point of bearing in order to give 
her a baby, fitting himself into every needy, dark place inside of her she’s ever tried to hide, 
and dragging it out into the light. 


“Y-yes, I want a—uh—a baby, Sasha. P/-ease. Need it. Need y—” 


She bites her tongue, that scathing voice in the back of her mind hissing: too much. Always 
too much, too needy, consuming every scrap of affection she can get her claws into and still 
hungry for more. Always empty, never satisfied. 


'That's right,' he huffs, teeth pressing lines into her shoulder. 'A baby for my baby, my best 
girl. So good for me.' 


He fucks her through two slow, rolling orgasms that tingle from the base of her skull to the 
bottom of her toes, nearly blinding her with pleasure. When it’s over, he holds her until she 
comes back to herself, kisses her chastely on the cheek when she finally convinces him she’s 
okay, then gets up to shower, leaving her to bask in the silent wreckage of her heart. 


For the most part, to her surprise, nothing really changes. 


She still texts her friends like nothing had happened, though admittedly doesn't share the 
details of how their dynamic (relationship?) has changed; smiles and chats with her 
coworkers, attends her yoga class, picks up food from Trader Joes on the way home when she 
needs it, goes for walks in the park. 


Sasha still comes by her work at lunch sometimes with her favourite coffee. He still kneels 
down to tie her shoes on his thigh before he walks her home after hangouts at Genya’s, or 
Nikolai’s, or Nina’s, still picks her up whenever it rains so she doesn’t have to walk through 
the puddles. 


It’s just, now he follows her inside, and has her stripped and stuffed full of his cock in record 
time, hips tilted up on a pillow, two fingers pressing her tongue down to keep her quiet while 
the other hand thumbs her clit until she’s whining and gurgling around his fingers, begging 
him to come. He makes her lay there after, pushing back any of the spend that drips out, 
teasing her clit with his tongue until she sobs and begs for mercy; denies her so sweetly, 
explaining to her like she's a child that he has to make her come so it has nowhere else to go 
but further in. 


She still goes over to his apartment after work on Fridays, staying through till Sunday like 
she always does, socked feet resting on his lap while instead of his usual novels he reads 
pregnancy and parenting books, sharing little tidbits with her here and there while she 
sketches, or plays animal crossing. 


One day they’re out for a walk in Central Park, and a couple is walking towards them, 
pushing a stroller with twins; chubby faces soft and flushed in the cold, bright, golden 
giggles, matching fuzzy, brown hats with bear ears sewn on. She doesn’t realize she’s 
clenching his hand tight enough to cut off circulation until they’ve passed, and she catches 
the look he sends her, full of raw, naked want. 


They barely make it inside his apartment before he has her bent over on the floor, rough wool 
of his coat scraping her back as he flips up her dress and fucks his cock inside her, 
whispering filthy things in her ears that send liquid heat dripping down her spine, blurring her 
vision. Her arms collapse halfway through, tears leaking directly onto the carpet where her 
cheek chafes, mind blissfully emptying as he fills her up, and she hopes just as she always 
does that this time it takes. That this time is the time she ties him to her forever. 


‘Linka, it says here we should try for at least six months,’ he says one morning, overly 
casual. “And not to really worry until a whole year because it can take a while to happen once 
you switch off birth control.’ 


She nods and smiles at him, ignoring the flip in her stomach. Six whole months of this. 
Maybe a year. They can do this for six months and still come out unscathed. 


Right? 


‘I know your period is coming up soon, maybe...’ he trails off, a glassy look entering his 
eyes. Then he blinks, and they clear. ‘I just don’t want you to be too upset if it comes, you 
know? We have plenty of time to see if it works.” He pauses, then a sly look enters his eyes, 
broad fingers sliding over the lace frills of her socks, fully encircling her ankle. ‘We’lI just 
have to try extra hard, hm? Even on the days you’re not ovulating. Just to make sure we’re 
doing everything we can, of course.’ 


Her mouth goes dry, and she thinks she nods again, white noise filling her mind, buzzing in 
her ears. 


‘Of course, Sasha.’ 


When her period comes she only cries a little bit, shuffling into his office and climbing up 
onto his lap, her favourite stuffed bunny (a gift from him a few Easters ago) clutched in her 
fingers. He strokes her hair, humming sympathetically, and she falls asleep like that, the soft 
paw of her bunny damp, trapped in her mouth. 

The next day she limps into the kitchen, wincing as she holds a hot water bottle against her 


abdomen. He takes one look at her, tilting his head so he can watch her over the rim of his 
glasses. 


‘Cramps, kotenok? ’ 
She nods, pouting, and shuffles to the fridge; a rustle of newspaper as he turns the page. 


“You know, I read something about how orgasms can reduce pain from cramps,’ he says 
mildly. She swallows, not daring to turn around. 


‘Oh... really?’ 
‘Mhm.’ 


Five minutes later he’s taking her in the shower, grunting as he fucks her from behind, teasing 
her favourite waterproof vibrator in circles around her clit, and she’s already shaking, pain in 
her womb forgotten. Bright, coppery blood runs down her inner thighs, but he doesn’t seem 
to mind it one bit. 


She comes sobbing his name, but he doesn’t relent, telling her she’s such a good girl, cant 
wait to put a baby in this belly, be a good girl now and open up so d—Sasha's cum can go 
deep inside you okay, gonna fill you up. 


He wraps her long, black hair around his fist and tugs her head back so he can kiss her, and 
he clicks the button on her vibrator, turning it up another notch. The world fractures around 
her, then draws back together, remaking itself into something different, something new. She 
cries out against his lips, legs coltish and shaking, and he takes the sound into himself with 

his tongue, as if he could keep her within him if he only stole enough of her breath. 


Mine, he groans into the skin of her shoulder, hips jerking as comes as deep inside of her as 
he can force himself. Mine, mine, mine. 


She only wishes he were talking about her. 
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‘So, bets on how long it takes for them to get their heads out of their asses and get engaged?’ 
Zoya scoffs. “They’re both dumb as hell. I give them four months.’ 


‘Four months?! Zo, I heard them fucking like animals the other day when I went to drop off 
her phone charger. There’s no way. The things he was saying to her...’ Genya coughs, cheeks 
pinking. ‘Even J got a little hot and bothered, and I’m happily married.’ 


‘Ha! I knew he was a freak,’ Zoya says, eyes gleaming. ‘No man that well-adjusted with a 
fucked up mother is normal in bed.’ 


Nikolai nearly spits out his mimosa, descending into a coughing fit, and she gives him a few 
hearty thumps on the back. 


‘Anyways,’ Genya cuts in over Nikolai’s spluttering, taking a prim bite of her eggs benedict. 
‘I give them two more weeks, at most.’ 


Zoya snorts. ‘Easy. I'll take that bet. There’s no way they figure it out that soon.’ 


‘I give them a month,’ Nikolai manages finally after blowing his nose, eyes a little teary. 
‘They thought they were being sneaky when they both went back to the bathroom in the bar 
last friday and... oh boy. I heard some things , too. Like... wow. But, yeah, ultimately I agree 
with the love of my life, fire of my loins, etc. Communication skills are nada except when 
she’s telling him how bad she wants a baby.’ 


‘Ew, you followed them on purpose?’ Genya wrinkles her nose, smacking him on the arm. 


‘I wanted to know! Zo said—’ 


‘Thank you for that, Nikolai,’ Zoya interrupts dryly, pushing her plate away with a face. ‘I’ve 
officially lost my appetite.’ 


“What!” 


‘There will be no discussion of baby making at this time, thank you very much. Blech,’ Zoya 
feigns gagging, then gives an exaggerated shudder. ‘I don’t even like speaking it into 
existence.’ 


‘I don’t know why they don’t just tell each other how they feel,’ Genya cuts in, pointedly 
ignoring their bickering. ‘It’s so obvious. I mean, I’m not making shit up, it’s been obvious 
for years, right? And now they’re both finally single at the same time for the first time in, 
what, three years? Four?’ 


‘Ugh, and thank fucking god for that. I was so fed up with the sad puppy-dog shit when 
Sasha brought that Luda bitch to my birthday party last year. I had to steal Alina’s phone so 
she wouldn’t drunk-text Malaria.’ 


Nikolai makes a face. ‘Yikes.’ 


‘Don’t call him that!’ Genya scolds half-heartedly, but her lips twist in equal distaste. “But 
thank you for your service.’ 


‘Sure, sure. But the reason I say four months is because it’s taken them years to even make a 
move towards each other. I knew from the moment they saw each other it was game over, but 
she was still with Malady—’ 


‘Stop calling him—’ 


‘—and that was the only reason they didn’t fuck each other’s brains out that night! Trust me, 
I could tell my girl was actually considering for once in her life that she was hauling around 
dead weight that was keeping her from trying out the tasty things in life.’ 


‘Does Sasha know you think he’s so tasty? ’ Nikolai cuts in, an amusing mixture of 
incredulous and offended. Zoya sniffs and takes a prim sip of her mimosa. 


‘Darling, I may be a one-person-woman, but blind I most certainly am not. Those two have 
had it bad for each other for years, and they let stupid, inconsequential shit get in the way of 
just admitting how they feel and talking about it like adults. I can also tell they’ve one 
hundred percent skipped that phase once again and went straight to,’ she makes a face, 
considering for a moment, ‘redacted, because those feelings have been all pent up and shit 
for so long. No communication, no relationship, yeah? I bet they’re mumbling ‘just as 
friends, just as friends’ while he’s... y’know.’ 


‘True. Ugh. What does David think?’ Nik shifts tactics, and it’s Genya’s turn to snort. 


‘David is a little confused, poor baby. He thought they were already engaged, with the way 
they act.’ 


Zoya throws back her head and hoots with laughter, earning a nasty look from a nearby table. 
Nikolai buries his face in his hands, groaning. 


‘Like I said, four months.’ 


‘Alright, you’re on.’ 


Alina would be lying if she said she doesn’t take advantage of their new situation. 


Neediness disguised as eagerness, she finds excuses at all times, in all sorts of situations to 
have Sasha fill her up and keep him there as long as she can. Sometimes she worries he can 
see right through the thin veneer of her excuses, but if he has, he is yet to say anything. 


‘Sasha,’ she whispers into the crook of his neck, squirming on his lap. Needy. She’d come in 
here, to his office, for a purpose originally. Maybe. She thinks. Her memory blurred the 
moment she saw those glasses perched on his nose, first flecks of grey at his temple, in his 
beard, and suddenly she’d become painfully aware of how empty she felt. 


He hardly blinked when she crawled into his lap, but the ache hadn’t alleviated when she’d 
started grinding her clit against the seam of his work slacks, the hardening cock beneath. 


She whines again, hips circling, searching for that one spot— 


He doesn’t miss a beat in his call as he talks about IRR and something about ee-bit-dah, lets 
her fumble with his belt and zipper, reaches down to help her tug the gusset of her panties to 
the side while she takes him in hand, the other steadying herself on his shoulder, and slowly 
sinks down onto him, stifling a moan behind her teeth. He clears his throat, perfunctory and 
deep, the only outward sign that he’s affected at all. 


It takes her longer than if he were to help her, but she finally works herself all the way down 
until their hips are flush. She hums, the needy ache of emptiness assuaged for the moment, 
and just sits there, circling her hips every so often to renew a small thrill of pleasure, head 
tucked back in the safety of his neck, Bunny’s paw damp in her mouth once more as she 
worries it with her teeth, self-soothing. His fingers tap away at the keyboard behind her, and 
she lets herself be lulled by the sounds, the occasional rumble of his deep, sonorous voice 
beneath her ear. 


When his call finally ends, she’s mostly asleep when he takes hold of her hips and tugs her 
back and forth slowly along his cock, delicious friction pulling her from the first drifting 
colours of a dream, heat spiraling from behind her eyes down into her belly. She whimpers, 
fluttering, and with a few firm passes of his thumb over her clit, falls over the edge with a 
gasp and a shudder, and he follows soon after, groaning at the feel of her tight cunt clenching 
around him. 


He carries her to the bathroom, setting her down on the countertop with butterfly-soft kisses 
littered all over her cheeks, and for a moment she can see it; them, together, the kisses 
meaning more than just taking care of her, bringing her back to herself in a body that is his to 
keep rather than just something he visits, something she begs him to take for a night, to hold 
and fill her with the closest thing to love and home she has ever come to in her life. 


He combs her hair and washes her face, helping her brush her teeth and she’s reminded of 
when he did the same for her twenty first birthday, blurry-eyed from too much tequila and 
he’d told her then when she asked him in a sweet, soft voice if he’d always be there for her. 


Of course Alinochka, he’d mumured, swiping the makeup remover towelette underneath her 
eyes with careful, gentle strokes. /’// always take care of my best girl. 


Even if Eliza—hic—veta gets mad at you? She’d pouted, hot, green poison throbbing through 
her veins at the thought of the other girl taking any of Sasha’s— her Sasha’s attention away 
from her. She was here first, after all. 


He’d given her a smile that was tired and filled with something else she couldn’t name. 
Even then, malyshka. 


Now he carries her to bed on his hip, head lolling over his shoulder until he gently lays her 
down, and tucks her into the sheets. Huffs a breath of laughter when she whines when he 
moves to get up and go back to his desk. 


‘I have to keep working, /apushka,’ he whispers, trailing the tip of his finger over her brows, 
down the bridge of her nose, swirls gentle lines over her cheekbones then back up to her 
brows, rhythmic. Soothing. 


‘Nn’ fair...’ she mumbles, everything growing heavy and dream-like from his touch. She 
fights to stay awake, though she can’t remember when exactly her eyelids had drifted shut. A 
few more passes and she’s gone. 


‘Shh, go to sleep, little one. Daddy will be back soon.’ 


It’s her anxiety more than anything that has them sitting in the waiting room of their chosen 
midwife after another month passes with no results, Aleksander’s large hand a comforting 
weight on her knee to keep it from bouncing. The soft blue walls, artfully placed golden 
pothos, sprays of parlor palms, and gentle music playing in the background do little to calm 
her nerves, but Aleksander’s low, soothing voice as he outlines the vague premise of the book 
he’s reading keeps her grounded, and present. 


Breathe in. Breathe out. 


Her eyes stray again and again to the children’s toys in the comer, stacking blocks and 
Highlights magazines half scribbled in, wooden activity cube with squiggly wires and beads 
she has half a vague memory of playing with once, knees scraping wiry carpet; a playmat rug 


with bright, fun colours, an entire town with roads connecting each place, toy cars to travel 
between them strewn about. 


When she looks back, she catches him staring at it, too. 


When they’re finally called in, Aleksander’s fingers are practically white from how hard 
she’s gripping his hand, but not a word of complaint passes his lips. The medical assistant 
takes her vitals, paper crinkling at what seems to her like an absurdly loud volume under her 
thighs, making her self conscious. 


A quick trip down the hall to the in-house phlebotomist, brief prick of a needle in her arm, 
Sasha holding her hand even though she doesn’t even flinch. Then the mortifying, 
inescapable ordeal of peeing in a cup, but thankfully they have a shelf in the bathroom she 
can leave it in so she doesn’t have to carry it down the hall like some sort of live grenade, 
turning red at every passing nurse who silently judges her that she really should drink more 
water, sweetie. 


Then the midwife comes in with a soft smile, runs through her medical history, limited as it is 
due to her fuzzy memories of parents who passed away when she was still a child, (Sasha 
squeezes her hand during this, a line directly connected to her heart;) then his medical history, 
and his family’s. Father not in the picture, mother with some elevated LDL cholesterol but 
excellent blood pressure, (all the borscht , he deadpans,) and a religious ingestion of garlic 
for colds (his nose wrinkles at this, a fine shudder running through him, and Alina bites her 
lip to keep from laughing.) Then after some blush-inducing sexual history questions 
including how frequently they’re trying, (pointedly ignores Sasha’s smug expression,) the 
midwife pulls out just about ten thousand pamphlets, and the buzzing in Alina’s ears begins. 


Preconception planning, diet, pelvic bowl exercises, prenatal supplements and vitamins, 
lifestyle changes leading up to and continuing after pregnancy, fertility testing (certainly not 
yet, she assures, too soon especially if you just stopped birth control a few months ago, but if 
you’re concerned we can go ahead and order them,) birth maps, the higher satisfaction and 
lower intervention rates of home water births, and on, and on. 


Then she’s got a few sample packets of prenatals, a damp fistful of infographics and paper, 
and the promise that if anything comes up on her tests, they’ll give her a call, otherwise the 
results will be posted on her patient portal. 


The best thing is to reduce stress and adrenaline as much as possible, Alina, the 

midwife kindly reminds her as she walks them back towards the waiting room. Jake a look at 
your day to day and see what you can modify or get help with, and dont forget—it'’s okay to 
rely on your support system for some backup. This is a big journey to undertake, and it really 
does take a village. 


On the steps leading out to the building she glances over to see Aleksander rubbing his 
forehead, caught somewhere between bemusement and overwhelm, and her stomach drops 
like a pit. 


‘I’m sorry,’ she murmurs, misery tugging at the carefully threaded stitches holding the edges 
of her ribcage together. 


‘Hm?’ 


‘I’m sorry that you’re saddled with having a baby with me. I—I understand if you don’t want 
to... I mean, it’s okay if you don’t—’ 


‘Alina.’ 
She swallows, a flicker of hope lighting in her wine-dark eyes. 


‘I want this,’ he says softly, turning to take her hands in his. Warm, encompassing. Safe. 
“With you. No one else.’ 


And the edges sew a little bit tighter shut. 


That night, her fingers strain as she struggles to open the tiny packet given to her by the 
midwife. Her small grunts of frustration cause Sasha to glance over from where he’s undoing 
his tie, and he holds out his hand expectantly with a slight smile. 


She huffs after a moment, heels softly thudding against the cabinet beneath her feet as her 
feet swing, before finally handing him the packet to tear open, which he does with ease. 
Sticks her tongue out childishly at his smug look, but then he only taps her chin, and she 
obediently opens. 


One, two prenatal pills placed on her tongue—prenatal pills, her heart sings, a small trill of 
joy—then he gives her water to help wash them down. He raises his brows expectantly, and 
she opens her mouth once more, sticking her tongue out to show him she’d been good and 
swallowed everything. (After an incident where she tried to hide a NyQuil in her cheek 
during a particularly nasty cold, he is always insistent to check.) 


He smiles, and pats her knee. ‘Good girl.’ 


‘Thanks, Sasha,’ she sighs, leaning forward to rest her head on his shoulder. After such a big 
day she’s tired, but happy. He’d put the pamphlets aside when they’d gotten home, insisting 
that they could go over them after dinner but she needed to let the information settle for a 
little while before she began obsessing, and now she feels something close to contentment 
swirling in her chest, settling down lower deep in her tummy like an embrace. 


She can feel the smile on his cheek as he rests it gently on hers. 


‘What are friends for?’ 


‘How would you feel about moving in?’ 


They’re drinking coffee at the breakfast bar in his kitchen, (her one allotted cup of decaf a 
day, much to her disgruntlement. It’s supposed to help her wean off to eventually drinking 
only black, then green tea, but she’s not quite ready to give up her treat just yet, even if Sasha 
has agreed to go decaf with her in solidarity.) 


She blinks in the warm morning light streaming in through his window, lips parted in shock. 
Move in? He wants... 


‘My lease doesn’t end until August,’ she blurts out, words tripping through the white noise in 
her mind and out of her mouth before she can hold them back. 


He huffs a soft laugh, shoulders relaxing so minutely she almost misses it. 


“Well, ve just been thinking, the midwife said to cut out as many stressors as possible, not 
to mention all the dietary things you have to think about,’ he frowns, shaking his head. ‘You 
shouldn’t have to worry about rent, or spend hours all by yourself at the grocery store pouring 
over ingredient lists just to be sure something is safe. I could just have everything you need 
set up to be delivered, that way all we’d have to do is have fun at the farmer’s market picking 
out anything extra you’d like to get for the week. And, not to mention...’ 


Her heart stutters in her chest, climbing up to beat in her throat. 


His inkwell eyes meet hers, something burning in their depths beneath their innocent veneer. 
‘Work is so busy right now sometimes I don't get home until well after midnight, as you 
know, and I’m just afraid only seeing you on the weekends isn’t enough.’ 


‘Oh?’ Voice faint, she tries to press her knees together subtly, but his sharp gaze misses 
nothing. 


He steps closer, laying his palm on her bare thigh, thumb brushing soft sweeps along the 
inside that are perhaps meant to be soothing, but with every pass the heat blooming between 
her thighs grows. 


“You shouldn’t have to spend even one day without being filled up because I’m busy, hm? It 
hardly seems fair.’ His palm comes up to cup her cheek, and she can’t stop herself leaning 
into the caress, eyes fluttering closed. ‘What better way to make sure I’m keeping my best 
girl topped up and full than to keep her in my bed?’ 


She doesn’t want to ask it. She shouldn’t. 
*Wh—what if I’m... asleep?’ 


‘lll try my best not to wake you up,’ he teases, tone light, though his eyes grow darker as he 
sees what his words do to her, how the heat glazes over her eyes now, stealing across her 
cheeks. ‘Would you like that? If I came home from work and fucked while you’re still 
asleep? Giving my baby a baby while she dreams?’ 


Alina’s breath heaves in her chest, thighs parting to pull him in, and his thumb slips between 
her lips without missing a beat, pressing down her tongue for her to suck; his other hand 


slides up, pushing the hem of her shirt to her hips, soft curse slipping between his teeth when 
he finds her bare, soaking, needy. 


‘S-Sasha—’ 


‘This little cunt needs more attention than she’s getting, don’t you think?’ he breathes, 
circling her clit for a moment before working one finger, then another inside; curling them 
slowly, almost lazy in the way they move. Uses them and another hand on her hip to tug her 
closer to the edge and she cries out, coffee mug clattering on the counter when she sets it 
down before she spills, her newly freed fingers spearing into his hair as he sinks down onto 
his knees before her. 


‘I think she needs my cock every night, giving her my cum so she doesn’t have to be so 
empty all week long, or miss any chances to be filled up with a baby.’ 


Alina’s teeth chatter, heels scrabbling on his back, trying to pull him closer. ‘Y-yes—yes— 
Sa-sha, Sa—’ 


His words fall silent only because he latches onto her clit, tongue working it and sucking 
until she’s bucking in his hold, fingers white-knuckling the countertop. He pulls away just as 
she’s beginning to peak, cunt pulsing around his fingers, her cry of protest morphing to a sob. 


Aching need lodges its sharp claws inside of her, and she keens, bucking her hips into his 
touch but he evades her. The tide chasing the moon. 


‘Did you want something?’ he asks innocently, fingers curling inside her. ‘7sk. You’re 
soaking wet for me, /apushka. Does the thought of making a baby with me turn you on that 
much?’ 


She whimpers, hips arching towards him once more, pleading. 
‘Sasha, please.’ 
‘Please what?’ he coos, grabbing up one of her legs and kissing the delicate turn of her ankle. 


‘Pl—please give me a baby,’ she begs, and without answering he replaces his fingers with the 
thick width of his cock, nearly filling her all the way with one hard thrust. Knees held 
splayed on his veined forearms, he works her open slowly, methodically, but not enough to 
send her careening over the edge the way he knows how to. 


‘Sash-a—yes, give me a—uh—baby, Sasha—please—’ 


‘Move in with me, Alina,’ he cajoles, slowing his thrusts so that she loses the building 
pleasure, another peak spiraling rapidly away from her, tearing a sob from her lips. ‘Then I'll 
give you a baby, make you a mommy, hm? Every night—fuck—I can do this every. Fucking. 
Night.’ 


Wet tears on her cheeks, lashes clumping together, and she’s crying—nodding and babbling 
yes, yes Sasha yes without fully processing the full weight of her words, only that she needs 
more, and he’s holding it back from her. 


‘That’s my girl, yeah? Gonna be the best momma—/uck, so good—and what’!I that make me, 
hm?’ Teeth pressed to her throat, words cutting her deep and bleeding her lifeblood dry. 
‘What will I be then, malyshka?’ 


Alina hiccups, thoughts fizzing out as his hips pick up a harder rhythm, heat and pleasure 
coiling deep inside her at a maddening pace. ‘A... a d-dadd—y—’ 


Glint of triumph, dark as midnight oil in a flame. ‘That’s right, baby. Say it again. What are 
you going to make me?’ 


‘A d-daddy—’ 
‘Again.’ 
‘Dad-dy—daddy daddydaddy— ’ 


He looks wrecked, some feral light shining in his eyes that makes Alina want to draw it out 
further, to walk into the dark woods of his heart and find the demon in them and bring it into 
herself, to make him hers. 


He bares his teeth, chair rattling beneath them as he fucks her even harder. 
‘Come for Daddy, baby. That’s it, come on Daddy’s cock. Give it to me. Fuck, fuck— ’ 


It hits her in a flood, a blinding throb of light and she’s crying out, brief flash of pain from 
toes curled so tight her arch cramps until everything smooths out into a warm, syrupy 
nothingness. 


She comes back to herself in pieces. 


Rapid, fluttering pants, damp against heated skin pressed to her lips, her teeth. Then her toes 
tingle, then fingers. Her hearing returns, buzzing with a strange, cottony tin. 


The cold metal of a chair leg presses into her shin; they must have moved at some point, 
Aleksander pulling her onto his lap, still inside her, his heart thundering beneath hers, breaths 
slowly evening out. 


Such a strange thing to get used to, feeling held. Cherished. She’s always wanted this, to curl 
up in Aleksander’s lap and just have him hold her, head tucked in the crook of his neck; safe, 
warm, just like a... 


She flinches, her body shifting to pull away before it’s too much, before she’s too much, 
always too much— 


A broad hand spanning her lower back presses down, holding her captive, near; a deep sigh 
raises his chest, lifting her up on gossamer wings of hope. 


‘Stay, baby.’ 


Then she remembers, and her entire world tilts on its axis for a moment. Turning, holding, 
waiting—the deep breath before the plunge. 


‘Okay, daddy,’ she whispers, and his deep hum of satisfaction bleaches her brain bright with 
flowers. 


A memory hits him, throat closing as he lets it wash over him. 


He's in deep conversation with David when he feels it, a light pressure on his thigh, growing 
heavier by the second. 


Frowning, he looks down, then he starts in shock. ‘Alina?’ 
Bleary eyes blink back up at him, wine-flushed cheeks, pink lips parted in supplication. 
‘Can I just...’ 


The rest of her sentence is muffled as she finishes climbing her way onto his lap, curling up 
against his chest until her head is buried in the crook of his neck. 


It's not a conscious thought to shift the highball glass to his other hand and bring his arm 
around her to hold her hip more securely. Her hum of pleasure ensures he wont be moving it 
any time soon. 


‘Th’nk you Sasha,’ she mumbles, small fingers curling in the soft fabric of his sweater. 
He swallows thickly, praying she doesnt sense the way this has affected him. 


In a daze, he absently pets her hair a few times, wondering if this is a particularly cruel 
dream he’s been caught up in, then snatches his hand back once he comes to and realizes that 
Genya is making knowing eyes at them across the room. 


‘No, Sasha, don’ stop,’ Alina whines, voice small and needy, and his heart feels like it may 
burst right there in his chest and spill out onto the cold ground like so many shards of glass. 


How much longing is too much? 


They finalize plans over dinner that night, her weak protests that it’s too much for him to 
cover her rent and most of the bills crumbling in the face of his sincerity and stubborn 


insistence. You’ve said sometimes your cycles can be a little irregular especially when work 
gets stressful, he’d pointed out in that way of his which was impossible to disagree with. The 
more we try the better chance we'll have, and that just won t happen if you live all the way in 
Brooklyn, lapushka. If you’re here, we can try more, and with rent off your plate maybe your 
stress will even go down a bit, or if keeps getting worse—don t look at me like that, I know 
how much you hate your new manager, little brat—if work really keeps driving you up the 
wall this would give you the freedom to cut down to part time, if you wanted. I know, but 
you've been working so hard for years, honey, if you took a break it would be well deserved 
after everything you've done for that firm, dont you think? It might even be a good way to 
transition into maternity leave, or, you know... Plus, then I’d be around to help as much as I 
can. 


By the end of the next week, she’s unwrapping the last roll of bubble wrap from her prized 
cat mug, the last of the essentials she’d brought from her apartment, and sets it in the 
cupboard next to his sleek black matching set from Crate and Barrel. The juxtaposition 
makes a secret smile tug at her lips. Lets herself imagine for a moment bright, multicoloured 
baby things throwing chaotic splashes of light and joy to every corer. Glittery purple gel 
shoes tossed haphazardly against bespoke leather loafers and her combat boots with their 
extra chunky heels. The image flips her heart in her chest, and she swallows the feeling 
down, bitter tang of guilt for even thinking it. 


It would not do to dream of things she has no hope of keeping. 


This change is a much bigger adjustment than when they first started this, and she can’t help 
but feel at times like she set out to go north and ended up heading south. 


They never really discuss it, the tectonic shift of their new dynamic, not truly. It was almost 
like he’d tapped into a secret part of her soul that had been locked away and brought it into 
the light, filling the last piece of a puzzle in with a satisfying click. The words roll off their 
tongues now, as light as dandelion seeds, like they’ ve been doing it for years and not days. 


Baby , he says, so casually, not a teasing note to be found. Moya malyshka, my Alina . It’s so 
natural it hardly feels like a momentous shift at all, and yet. And yet. 


She wonders sometimes, worries in the deepest pit of her stomach that he thinks her odd, is 
only placating her. The sad, lonely little orphan, who never knew the steadying touch of a 
father, never knew the safety of those arms—until now. And it’s not like—she would never— 
want him to actually be that for her, she much prefers this, their love as friends, but... 


To feel safe in a callous, unforgiving world. To have that buffer for once, to be able to lower 
her hackles and uncurl her lips from her teeth, to be able to breathe, just breathe, and be... 


That is something she cannot fault herself for wanting. She only hopes he doesn’t fault her, 
too. 


She comes-to slowly one night, on the edge of something she hadn’t known was building, 
even in her sleep. Hips propped up with a pillow, soft grunts quiet in her ear as Aleksander 
fills her over and over, draped over her like a pelt, fingers playing gently with her clit and she 
whimpers, hips rocking into the touch. 


‘Shh, malyshka, go back to sleep. Just gonna make it feel good for a little, hm?’ 


She sniffs, eyelids barely able to lift, green numbers of the bedside clock cutting into her 
sleep-blurred vision, some part of her brain registering the time. ‘’S late, daddy.’ 


He hums, thoughtful sympathy. ‘I know, baby, I know, I got in late from work. Go to sleep. 
Daddy will be done soon. Gotta breed my little girl.’ 


Slipping into the heavy pull of a dream, she nods, and she lets herself drift in the pleasure he 
is unspooling inside her belly. Feels so full, held open—but so warm, she doesn’t know if 
she’s ever felt this warm. This whole. No ragged emptiness, no longer bereft, no 
responsibilities but this—to hold him inside of her for as long as she can, and get a piece of 
himself for her to keep, so she’!I never have to be alone again. 


Telling their friends they’ve moved in together is another hurdle to overcome, but to their 
credit they all take it with grace, (for the most part.) They don’t delve into why they’ve 
moved in together, but some of the knowing looks passed around make Alina’s cheeks warm 
self-consciously. Maybe they hadn’t hid their activities as well as they thought they were. 
Zoya snorts, barely looking surprised, even glances over at Genya with a raised brow and 
mouths something that looks like see, or three, but Alina chooses to ignore it in favour of 
suggesting they order some appetizers to share for the table, and the subject is blissfully 
dropped without ceremony. 


Well, almost. 


At the end of the dinner while they’re waiting for their ride shares, remaining warmth beating 
off of the concrete from the unseasonably hot Spring day they’ve had, Genya pulls her into 
her arms. 


“You’re okay, right Linka? You guys know what you’re doing?’ 
Alina nods, carefully avoiding Zoya’s watchful eyes. 
“Yeah, yeah we do. It’s just— we’re just friends, and it made sense, y’ know? It’ Il be fine!’ 


Genya frowns, unconvinced. ‘Well, if anything happens, like it doesn’t work out, or...’ 


‘I know—’ 


‘I just want you to know that we’re here for you, and we’ll support you, okay? No matter 
what. Me and Zoya and everyone else. Just...’ 


“Yeah, yeah. Ill be careful. Love you, Gen.’ She forces a smile, and Genya gives her one 
more careful squeeze, eyes caught between concern and exasperation as she watches her head 
back towards Aleksander where he’s waiting by the car he called. 


‘Everything alright?’ he asks in a low tone, dark eyes missing nothing. 


‘Just Genya,’ she says lamely, shrugging. He watches her for a moment, then nods. She’s 
always loved that about him, that he doesn’t push, and she with her delicate heart wrapped in 
brittle shale can take her time to chisel away at a piece to offer him when she’s ready. 


Except for the low, gut-churning level of worry that has begun to root inside her after 
Genya’s careful planting, everything continues on as it has. Sundays at the farmer’s market, 
lavender sachets carefully wrapped with twine, burlap tote piling heavier with fruit, 
vegetables, and tangy green onions they’ll chop up later for dinner, hand-cut pasta, local 
farm-raised prosciutto, demi baguettes slathered in mayo with ham, tomato, and fresh, tangy 
arugula, a new sweet apple cider she begs him to buy two jugs of, even if it means she’ ll have 
to carry one on her hip—a part of her does it to watch the way his jaw tightens as she hitches 
it a little higher. 


Sasha spends a long time that evening cutting a large bowl of fresh strawberries, then brings 
it over with a triumphant grin just as they’re settling in to watch the movie they’ ve picked 
out. She smiles at his excitement, heart squeezing. How could this be anything but right, 
when it’s so easy? 


‘T read that you should eat plenty of fruit, you know. For...’ 
Her tongue darts out to taste the strawberry he’s pressed to her lips, and she laughs. 
‘Sasha, how much sugar did you sprinkle on these?’ 


He leans in, licking up a stray crystal of sweetness left behind on her lip, and her heart 
pounds. Just friends. We ’re just friends. 


‘What if the baby has a sweet tooth like her Papa?’ he says, mischievous grin making her 
stomach flip, a warmth blooming between her thighs that has everything to do with the 
fathomless dark of his gaze. She can still feel him leaking out of her from this morning, when 
he woke her up by propping her hips up on a pillow and sinking inside with a soft groan, but 
she already wants him again. 


‘Sasha...’ Her eyes dart down to his trousers, tongue darting out to wet her lip with a bite 
more exaggeration than necessary. She feels reckless, toes poised on a precipice she wants to 
fling herself off of with abandon. They haven’t done much else than sleep with one another, 
nothing that could be truly construed as anything but trying to have a baby, but... 


‘T’ve been thinking,’ she begins, mouth dry, pulse fluttering, ‘And I’ve never... well. I was 
wondering... can you teach me?’ 


He blinks, and it takes a moment for him to follow her train of thought. ‘Wha—to... Alina, 
you’ve never gone down on a man before?’ 


She bites her lip, hint of a lie in her eyes, but still shakes her head. 

His gut tightens. 

“You know, that’s not exactly how babies are made, right Alina?’ 

Her eyes widen, a little too innocent to be real. 

‘It’s... not?’ 

Wonders how he hasn’t cracked a molar at this point. 

‘Well... I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to try, hm? What do you think, do you wanna learn?’ 


“Yes,’ she breathes, and slides down onto her knees, perched between his spread thighs. He 
watches her in silence, trying to keep his breathing even, before grabbing another strawberry 
and pressing it to her lips. 


‘Start by licking it... soft—yeah, just like that— fuck, your little tongue drives me crazy, 
kotenok. Then you’d cover your teeth with your lips and take it inside—mhm, good girl—ah, 
there you go. See? You’re a natural, malyshka.’ 


The strawberry nearly touches the back of her throat, her tongue laving it and all the length of 
his thumb and forefinger she can fit into her mouth. 


‘Such a sweet girl, Alina,’ he murmurs, pressing down on her tongue until she’s held open, 
soft and pliant for him. ‘Are you going to be sweet for me?’ 


She nods, drawing on his fingers and sucking them deeper into her mouth. He bites back a 
curse, then pulls the fruit from her mouth, taking a long, slow bite of it, never breaking eye 
contact. Alina’s lips part, deliciously overcome. 


He finally brings his hands to his belt buckle, and watches as she presses her thighs together, 
cheeks growing pinker by the moment. 


He pauses, fingers on his half undone zipper. “Are you turned on, malyshka? Just from the 
thought of sucking my cock?’ 


Her eyes widen. Caught. 


‘If I reached down there would I find a mess between your thighs? Soaking your panties 
when I haven’t even touched you?’ 


She bites her lip, and nods. Aleksander feels drunk on the lust thundering through his 
bloodstream, on the sight of her on her knees before him. 


’Filthy girl,” he murmurs, then finishes tugging down his zipper, and pulls out his cock, thick 
and straining. Her lips part as if she’s never seen it or anything like it before, as if this is their 
first time, and he wants to howl at how much she’s torturing him. ‘Spread your knees, pet. 
You’re not allowed to touch yourself until I say so.’ 


He can see her trembles, obeying his order with some reluctance. Knows the ache will be so 
much worse when she can’t find any friction to ease it, and smiles. 


“Open,” he orders, and Alina opens her mouth obediently. Sticks her tongue out without him 
having to ask, and he rests the heavy, flushed head of his cock on it. “Such a good girl, letting 
me play with her mouth. Are you going to suck it now? Just like I showed you?’ 


His gut tightens at her timid nod, can’t remember if he’s ever been this turned on by someone 
giving him head before, but all thoughts fly out of his head when the tip of her tongue 
touches his cock. She curves it over the head, licking the underside almost lovingly, and he 
groans, fingers threading into her hair, pulling her further down. Lips stretched over the head, 
careful of her teeth as he guides her further and further onto his cock until it hits the back of 
her throat. She whimpers, resisting a little at the uncomfortable feeling. 


‘Shh, that’s it, Japushka. Breathe. Good girl, you can take more. That’s it. Relax your throat.’ 
He groans when she follows his instructions and he can slide in a little deeper. ‘Fuck. Sweet, 
hot mouth. Knew it would be. Fucking made for my cock.” 


Alina moans at his words, and he watches with satisfaction as her hips shift abortively as she 
tries and fails to find some relief. He pulls her back by the grip on her hair, then pushes her 
back down, showing her the rhythm he likes, using her mouth for his own pleasure. The slide 
gets wetter and wetter as drool pools in her mouth, and when he dares to push as far in as he 
can go, she swallows. 


‘Fuck -ing hell. That’s it, baby. Good girl. You look so pretty like this, sucking Daddy’s 
cock.’ His hips cant up into her mouth every time he pushes her down, driving his cock 
further into her mouth with every thrust. 


He pulls her off his cock right when he sees her preparing herself to take him deeper, and tugs 
her up, turning her and pushing her down so she’s bent over the cushions of the couch. She 
whines in protest, but he lands a light smack on her ass in retaliation that sends a jagged 
moan peeling from her lips. 


‘Don’t mouth off now, malyshka,’ he says, kicking her legs apart. ‘I'll fuck your throat 
properly later, if you like, but Daddy doesn’t want to waste any of his cum, even if it would 
look so good painting those pretty lips of yours.’ 


He takes the opportunity of her momentary shock to tug down her lounge pants and panties in 
one smooth motion, exposing her damp, heated core to the cool air of the living room. 


He tuts. ‘What a mess you’ve made, /apushka. Was this all from sucking my cock?’ 


She nods, nails digging into the cushions, and he finally takes pity on her and presses in, eyes 
nearly rolling back at the vice-like feel of her. 


‘Always feel so fucking good,’ he groans, working her open slowly just the way she likes. 


It’s not long until she’s begging and pleading for more, and he obliges, moving his hips 
harder, slick sound of his cock filling her over and over. Wishes he could imprint himself 
upon her, fuck her hard enough to know that she’s his, and will only ever be his. No one 
else’s. He wraps her hair around his fist and tugs her head back so he can plunder her mouth 
with his tongue, swallowing down the damning words filling up his throat. 


If he can only have her as this, then he will. But he’ll be damned if he ever lets her go. 


The first time she feels it, she’s not entirely sure she hasn’t eaten something wrong and is 
having an IBS moment. 


She’s been completely miserable all day, her Friday morning starting off waking up with sore 
breasts, covered in love bites from Aleksander’s enthusiastic attentions the night before; then 
she’d forgotten she’s trying to stick to decaf and made herself a whole pot of full caf coffee 
before her sleepy brain caught up and she cursed, slamming the stop button on the pot before 
pouring all of it out, swearing again as some of it splashed back out of the sink and burned 
her hand. Then she’d stubbed her toe on the kitchen island while going to see if they had 
more decaf coffee in the pantry, and fought off tears as a long, creative lament of expletives 
streamed from her as she rubbed the offended toe, head beginning to pound in time with the 
throbbing pulse in the reddened digit and her hand. 


Then to top it all off, she’d taken one whiff of her oatmeal and almost vomited up the water 
she’d already drank, and nearly decides to write the entire fucking day off. Better to just get 
back in bed and try again tomorrow, if the universe was going to be such a goddamn piece of 
shit to her. She’|I tell Nik she just can’t make it to his party tonight. Surely he’d understand 
her missing his birthday if she’s not only ill, but she’s angered some god or other. An anvil or 
a piano was sure to fall on her head if she left the house, cartoon boink and all. 


The nausea comes and goes throughout the day, exhaustion pulling at her until she wonders if 
she isn’t coming down with the flu or something after all. 


After the fourth time she’s gotten up to pee in a few hours, she pulls up short right as she’s 
about to unbutton her jeans, gooseflesh prickling over her skin. 


Counts backwards. 
Counts again. 


Pulls out her phone calendar app, and counts one more time. 


Pulse thudding, she reaches into the cabinet beneath the sink with shaking fingers, stash of 
pink and blue boxes almost over-bright in the dark, a livewire in her fingertips. 


Reads the instructions through several times, then once more just to be certain. It’s a bit 
fiddly, but she manages to keep her fingers clean as she squats over the toilet. Recaps all 
three tests, then puts them flat on the side of the sink, and waits. 


Washes her hands for the full thirty seconds if only to have something to do, trying not to 
look, but her eyes are inexorably drawn to them, over and over. 


Breathes in. And out. 
In. 

Out. 

One line turns blue. 
Then another. 

And another. 


The last one takes longer, but as the plus sign slowly forms, her world shifts, tilting once 
more on its axis. 


She’s... 
She’s finally... 


Rather than the happiness she’d expected to feel, worry and anxiety hit her stomach like a 
sucker punch, Genya’s words echoing in her mind. 


If anything happens, like it doesn t work out, or... 
It will work out, won’t it? 

Won’t it? 

He wants this with her, but does he want her? 


He’d mentioned helping out with the baby, really one of the biggest reasons they’d moved in 
together, but... is that it? Will this be her life now, raising a baby with the man she pines after 
but sees her as nothing more than a friend? What will the child think when it’s old enough 
and it realizes her parents are nothing more than strained acquaintances? 


She pours the new cup of tea she’d brewed, and wanders to the window, feeling adrift. Flexes 
her fingers around the mug, stealing what warmth from it that she can. Curls of steam drift 
into the air, dancing around nothing. 


What happens when she tells him? Will all of this—what they’ve had be over? Will it be like 
having her throat cut, just that fast? 


Questions to answers she does not have, words she cannot say rattling down into a drain, 
sliding further away from her fingers with every tick of the clock, every beat of her heart. 


Her fingers drift down to press against her stomach, and she dreams. 


As time draws nearer to the party, to telling him, and her chest begins to lighten, and her 
determination solidifies. Aleksander is a good man, and he clearly cares for her, wants her 
physically, even. Sometimes with such a fervor it steals her breath away. Maybe... maybe she 
can tell him how she feels, and at least then, she’II know she’s done everything she could to 
gain the happiness she wants. She’ll be damned if she lives her life with regrets, and if after 
everything they’ve been through he still claims he doesn’t want her—love her like that... 
well, she can live freely and with confidence that she tried her best. 


She’s glad for once Aleksander told her he’d meet her at the party since he’d be coming 
directly from work. She doesn’t know how she’d be able to hide her nerves around him long 
enough for them to actually make it there. 


She’s practically bouncing in the elevator, excitement a hummingbird in her chest; bottle of 
wine clutched in her fingers that she cannot drink. 


Spills out of the elevator into Nikolai’s apartment, giddy nearly to the point of nausea (again,) 
then everything comes to a screeching, grinding halt when she rounds the corner. 


Aleksander is sitting on the couch, with Luda perched on his knee. Beautiful Luda with her 
miles of legs and sultry waves of mahogany hair and bedroom eyes. Luda who has her red 
manicured fingers pressed to his chest like claws as she throws her head back and laughs. 
Luda, his ex-girlfriend. 


The betrayal sinks in her stomach like a stone, twisting for a small eternity. She staggers back 
a step, and in that moment he finally looks up. 


Tears begin to blur the way his face drops, but she’s already turning and darting back down 
the hall, desperate to get to the elevator as nausea builds. 


‘Alina!’ 


She punches the button in feverish anger, swallowing back the keening, pathetic sobs 
building in her throat. It had just dropped her off so it opens immediately. Small miracles. 


So much for small miracles. 


She slams the close door button, and turns her face away as he calls her name once more right 
before the doors shut in his face with a snick of finality. 


Her phone buzzes in her pocket, his name flashing on the screen, and declines the call. She 
apologizes to the doorman for her hasty exit, leaving him the bottle of wine to make up for it. 
Her phone vibrates again, insistent, and she can already see the elevator climbing back up to 
Nik’s floor so she turns and hurries back out, hailing a cab rather than waiting for a rideshare. 


When her phone buzzes a third time, she declines the call, then shuts it off. Doesn’t need it 
anyway. 


Tells herself she doesn’t need him, either. 


Alina, please pick up. I promise—fuck, I know what it looked like, she just—no, that doesn t 
matter. It didnt mean anything, Alina. I know how cheesy it sounds but it really wasn t what it 
looked like. I promise. I’m with y—I mean, you are what matters to me, Alina. No one else. I 
don t want to... do what we’re doing with anyone else. I promise, okay? Please call me back. 


Alina, I can t explain myself if you don t pick up. I really need you to just hear me out, okay? I 
know I fucked up. I should have never let her sit on my lap but I felt too awkward to push her 
off and cause a scene, and then you came in right then. I swear Luda doesn t mean anything 
to me, she hasnt in a long time. Not since... not since you, since this... I’m sorry I dont want 
to—fuck. I’m not saying this right. Fuck. Please just call me back? Please, Alina. I— fuck. 


Angrier, this time. 


Not even bothering to text me or call me back is ridiculous and beneath you and I hate it. 


Are you seriously giving me the cold shoulder? Really, Alina? 


A deep sigh then, followed by a long, agonized pause. 


You have every right to be angry at me, Alina. Just... talk to me. Please. Be angry at me in 
person. Be angry closer to me. Not this. 


Alina... 


Please don t make me lose you. Dont let me be alone. I ca—I cant do that. I can t deal with 
that. I need you. You’re my best... No, fuck that. It’s more than that. Its always been more and 
you know it. We both know it, we’ve just been too fucking scared to say it. I dont want to hide 
the way I... Fuck. Ireally dont want to do this over a voicemail, Alina. You deserve better 
than that. Please. Please call me back. 


Quiet sobs filter over the line, a heart breaking out loud. 


Alina. Alina. Alina. 


Please, Alina. 


Puffy eyed and bone-tired, Alina wakes the next morning feeling like she’d been run over by 
a train. Her mouth tastes of stale sand and iron, tongue cottony and rough on her soft palate. 
It takes a moment for the memories to filter in, but when they do her heart gives a sick lurch. 


Nervous, she powers her phone back on, eyes widening as the notifications come pouring in. 


Repeated texts from her friends asking her why she left without even saying hello, if she was 
okay, then other more tentative inquiries as to why Aleksander went running after her and 


never came back to the party. She tries not to open the text thread with him, but then sees 
voicemail after voicemail that he’d left. Bright red numbers on her phone, each a sharp stab 
of pain through her chest. 


She shoots a quick apology to Nik claiming she suddenly didn’t feel well and didn’t want to 
get anyone else sick, but that she was fine and would make it up to him, told Genya who had 
sent several furious versions of I told him not to fucking invite her!! and Alina please text me 
and let me know you’re okay, not to call SVU because no, she hasn’t been kidnapped, and 
responded to Zoya’s ‘U good?’ with an equally perfunctory thumbs up emoji. 


The voicemails sit there, burning a fiery red hole in her phone. 


Not yet, she thinks a bit miserably. At least let me have my coffee first before he ‘gently’ lets 
me down with the ‘reconnected with my ex’ bullshit. 


Then she remembers: the small thin box with a bow she was going to give to him last night, 
still sitting in the bottom of her tote. The small miracle they’d made. Together. 


She’d gotten the answer to the burning question that had been lodged in her chest all 
afternoon yesterday. She supposes now that they accomplished her goal, he was free to move 
on and see other people. It was only fair. He’d agreed to get her pregnant, not marry her. 
She’d known that going into this. She has no right to feel the way she does. Really. 


She just wishes he would have bothered to wait at least until the pregnancy was confirmed. 
Maybe even the first or second trimester. 


She leaves the voicemails untouched, shuffling into the kitchen. She needs coffee, that'll help 
her headache— 


Then draws up short. She can’t have coffee, right? That was on the list, and there’s only full 
caf left in her apartment. She left the list at their— his house. 


Tea is okay, right? Wait, which tea is alright? She spins around in a semicircle, suddenly 
overwhelmed. She’d taken all of her good, approved tea to Sasha’s house. Is anything in her 
kitchen okay to eat? To drink? She hasn’t shopped in weeks, most of the cupboards are bare 
save for non perishables. Why hadn’t she thought ahead for this? Why was she so fucking 
unprepared? 


Fresh tears coil into a knot in her throat, burning the backs of her eyes. She has never felt so 
alone in her life. So utterly unmoored. She thought they would... do this together. Find out 
together, be together when the initial giddiness wore off and they tripped over themselves 
running out of the door to go buy more groceries, and decaf tea and her farewell meal of 
sushi. She knew she wanted to become a mother, to have this, but... somehow it never 
factored into her thinking that she might be tackling this alone. 


You did this to yourself, she thinks bitterly, putting on the hot water with a bitter clang of the 
teapot on the stove. You played with fire and got burned. You’ve pined after him for years and 
never made a move, and now it’s too fucking late, once again. What the hell did you think was 
going to happen? 


Her phone rings, startling her out of her inner pity party, and she sees his name on the screen. 
A tush of renewed anxiety rolls in her chest, curling deep in her gut. She stares at the call 
until it goes to voicemail, and after a few long moments, her phone lights up with a new 
message to listen to. 


Appetite gone, she switches off the burner for the water and crawls back into bed, pulling the 
covers up over her eyes, and wishes she didn’t have to open them for a week. 


Another fitful few minutes or hours of sleep pass, she can’t tell, her head even worse off if 
possible; mind mired in clouds, foggy and hurt. Weren’t naps supposed to help? The nausea 
is back, and her eyes well with fresh tears, remembering the little treasure she carries with her 
now. Such a strange thing to get used to, being two instead of one. Everything she’s always 
wanted, but at a cost far too high. 


After staring morosely at the ceiling for far longer than she should, ignoring her phone which 
is set on Do Not Disturb on her nightstand, she’s finally about to drag her body out of bed to 
fill the pit in her stomach with some food when a hard, almost frantic knocking sounds on her 
door. With a heavy sigh, she calls out ‘coming!’ voice weak with disuse and cracked from her 
tears, not entirely sure if she wants to deal with the Genya/Zoya hurricane no doubt on the 
other side of the threshold at the moment. 


She opens the door, and comes face to face with a stricken Aleksander. 
‘Alina.’ 


She knows she must look like a fish out of water, but relief so tangible she nearly chokes on it 
slams through her, and it takes her a moment to find her breath. 


‘sasha?’ 


His jaw works for a moment, and its right then she notices the dark bruise-like shadows 
under his eyes, the red tinge to them as if he’d been crying. 


‘What are you doing here?’ she asks lamely, not entirely in control of herself as she steps 
back and invites him in with a gesture. He walks in, staring at her with something akin to 
dread. 


‘Didn’t you get my voicemails?’ 
Guilt flushes her cheeks, and she ducks her head. 


‘No... I mean, I haven’t listened to them yet. I thought...’ she swallows past the insistent 
knot that still rests in her throat, strangling her words. ‘Would you like some tea?’ she 
finishes lamely, and his shoulders slump, breaking her heart a little further. 


He sits on the couch in silence, hands clasped before him as she flounders about the kitchen, 
switching on the burner with a weird sense of déja vu except this time, the object of her 
anxieties is sitting stone-faced in her living room, and she is at a loss for words. 


When she finally sets a mug down before him with a trembling hand, he finally looks up at 
her, bleak emptiness in his eyes, but expectant. She winces, taking a sip to afford her a little 
more time to order her thoughts. 


‘T thought... they would be you apologizing, and letting me down easy... you know? Like, 
you and Luda had decided to get back together or something but you hadn’t found the time to 
tell me, et cetera et cetera.’ 


His mouth twists, a sharp expression of disgust. ‘God, Alina. Do you really think—Jesus, 
you think I would do something like that to you? Let you find out in front of everyone else? 
Not that that’s the case, at all, I swear but...’ his eyes take on a glimmer of hurt, now. ‘You 
really think I’m no better than M—that I could stoop so low? Is that... do you really think 
I’m that type of person?’ 


‘God, no,’ she blurts, a teary laugh bubbling from her lips, and now she’s gathering him 
towards her, crushing his arm against her chest, sharp contrition a thorn in her heart. ‘Never, 
Sasha. Never. I—I don’t know, I guess I just jumped to conclusions.’ It’s her turn to wince, 
disappointment a heavy stone in her gut, tears pooling in her eyes. ‘Which... I now see 
makes me seem like a complete asshole. I’m so sorry, Sasha. I should have given you the 
benefit of the doubt. I should have never questioned you. I’m sorry.’ 


Her world tilts suddenly and she realizes he’s tugging her into her lap, burying his face in her 
shoulder, tea forgotten on the coffee table. She hugs him back just as tight, a deep, 
shuddering sigh leaving her, the last of the tension seeping from her bones, leaving her 
feeling weary and spent. 


‘If you ever leave me like that again I’m taking you over my knee,’ he mutters against her 
skin. Alina gasps, then giggles, amusement cut with a sharp stab of desire at his words. 


‘Promise?’ 
He groans into the crook of her neck, a brief, gentle bite his only punishment for her cheek. 
Her heart flutters. “Hey, you have to be careful with me, now.’ 


‘Hmm?’ he lifts his head, looking at her curiously. ‘What do you mean?’ She can barely 
contain a smile, lips pressed together, and for a long moment he just stares at her. 


She watches as it dawns on him slowly, confusion melting away into shock, disbelief, then a 
joy so heart-achingly beautiful it brings tears to her eyes. 


‘You're...’ 


She reaches down into her tote she’d discarded by the couch, and hands him the delicately 
wrapped box. His chest heaves slightly as he stares down at it, hands gripping her waist 
tightly. 


‘Yeah,’ she answers softly. When he looks back up at her, there are tears in his eyes. 


‘Alina.’ His lips crash onto hers, his hands coming up to cup her cheeks, nearly bending her 
over backwards in his fervor, devouring her with his kiss. 


‘I love you.’ 


She gasps, pulling back to see his face, achingly vulnerable with raw hope glimmering in 
eyes lined silver with tears; a man holding his fragile heart out in the palm of his hand for her 
to take or splinter into nothing as she chooses. 


A man that’s hers. All hers. 


‘I—1-love—y—’ her words dissolve as she bursts into tears, flinging her arms around his 
shoulders, this kiss wet and messy and salty and perfect and hers, hers, hers. 


‘Alina—’ 
‘I love y-you, Sasha, oh god, I love you, I love you so much—’ 


His arms wrap around her tight, holding her close, deep sigh of release melting through him. 
Like coming home. 


‘My Alina.’ 


Chapter End Notes 


thank you so much everyone who came along this journey with me! sorry for the 
misunderstanding trope but a little bit of suffering makes the love so sweet, don't you 
think? 


Special shout out to the love of my life Kath for being my biggest cheerleader along the 
way, Anna for being a wonderful, supportive sounding board when I got writer's block 
(seriously she's the reason this is even finished on time,) and Vuas for keeping the 
Daddy/breeding kink alive in my heart always. 


End Notes 


Part 2 coming to an ao3 near you on Father's Day :) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


